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</p></blockquote><p><b>Summary:</b><i> It&rsquo;s the first day of the winter break and the Losers&rsquo; Club decide to go figure skating. Richie wants to take this opportunity to impress Eddie. He just wished he knew how to skate, first.</i></p><hr><p>It&rsquo;s the first day of the winter break and what do the losers decide would be a good way to spend it? Going ice skating.</p><p>Richie thinks it&rsquo;s the worst idea ever. He&rsquo;s never been before so clearly, he doesn&rsquo;t know how to skate at all (he didn&rsquo;t tell the rest of the losers though).</p><p>The only reason he agreed to go was because of the way Eddie begged him to come with them. Well, maybe not begged him. Richie refused to go at first, making different excuses, but when he saw the way Eddie&rsquo;s eyes lit up at the mention of going figure skating and he told Richie how much fun it would be, Richie said okay. It may or may not have been the thought of seeing Eddie in figure skates, looking beautiful skating around the ice with rosy coloured cheeks from the cold and looking all soft in his winter attire, that had totally convinced him.</p><p>They&rsquo;re in Mike&rsquo;s car now, on their way to the rink. Stan is in the passenger seat, Mike&rsquo;s hand on his thigh and Stan&rsquo;s hand resting on top. <i>What a cute couple they make</i>, Richie thinks. Richie is in the back with Bill and Eddie; Eddie squished in the middle. Ben and Beverly went together in Beverly&rsquo;s car. Even Georgie came along for the fun. He was also in Beverly&rsquo;s car because he loved being around her. Bill was only a little jealous.</p><p>All Richie can think about is how ridiculous he is going to look the second he steps onto the ice. Eddie notices he&rsquo;s been a little quieter than usual. &ldquo;You&rsquo;ve been surprisingly quiet this whole ride, Rich. What&rsquo;s going on in that funny brain of yours?&rdquo;</p><!-- more --><p>&ldquo;Oh, not much, just thinking about what a great time I had with your mom last night,&rdquo; Richie says with a grin.</p><p>Eddie shoves his shoulder. &ldquo;You&rsquo;re disgusting.&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;So I&rsquo;ve been told.&rdquo;</p><p>They pull into the parking lot and wait for Ben and Beverly. When they arrive, they all walk towards the outdoor rink. They go to where the skate rentals are and put their skates on while Richie stands there, not knowing what to do.</p><p>&ldquo;Come on, aren&rsquo;t you going to put your skates on? You can&rsquo;t be that dumb in the head to not know how to,&rdquo; Eddie says.</p><p>&ldquo;No, I know what I&rsquo;m doing, just deciding on what pair will look best with my outfit.&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;They all look the fucking same. Here, try these,&rdquo; Eddie hands him a pair of skates that look his size. Richie takes them and puts them on.</p><p>&ldquo;Now, do you need help tying them up or are you still two years old?&rdquo;</p><p>Richie just gives him a funny look. Eddie sighs as he goes over to tie his skates. &ldquo;Remind me why we&rsquo;re friends again?&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;Because you love me and would do anything to help a dear friend, now wouldn&rsquo;t you, Eddie Spaghetti.&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;Not when that dear friend uses stupid fucking nicknames that I told him over and over again not to call me.&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;You know you love it, Eds.&rdquo;</p><p>Eddie sighs. &ldquo;Why do I even bother. And don&rsquo;t answer that,&rdquo; Richie laughs and ruffles Eddie’s neat hair before he gets up from tying Richie&rsquo;s skates. The others have already left, too eager to skate and not wanting to hear more of their endless bickering.</p><p>They make their way to the skating rink, linking arms in case one of them (Richie) trips. Eddie removes the skate guards and enters the ice, while Richie continues to just stand there, watching everyone glide across the ice, making it look so easy. Even Georgie knows how to skate!</p><p>&ldquo;Aren&rsquo;t you coming? Or are you going to stand there all day?&rdquo; Eddie says.</p><p>&ldquo;Yeah, about that. I don&rsquo;t know how to ice skate.&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;Noo, really? I totally didn&rsquo;t get that idea from when you didn&rsquo;t even know how to put your skates on,&rdquo; Eddie says sarcastically.</p><p>&ldquo;Then why are you letting me stand here looking like a dumbass?&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;It&rsquo;s entertaining seeing you not know how to do something for once. Plus, I didn&rsquo;t want to embarrass you.&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;Well, you failed, Eds. I&rsquo;m embarrassed. Now it would be nice if you could help me—seeing as you&rsquo;re such a pro, Spaghetti Man.&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;It&rsquo;s not so hard once you get the hang of it. Just put one foot in front of the other and let your body glide yourself forward.&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;Easy for you to say.&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;Just, watch me,&rdquo; Eddie then continues to move around the ice, looking cuter than ever tucked up in his knitted scarf with his little pink ear muffs on, even doing a few spins here and there. He finally comes to a perfect stop in front of Richie.</p><p>&ldquo;Now you&rsquo;re just being a show off. When did you even learn to skate so well? Especially with how worried your mom gets if you get as so much as a paper cut.&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;When I was younger I always wanted to go skating, but she would never let me in fear of me falling and breaking my head open. I never stopped asking her so she gave up and finally put me in private lessons, watching my every move making sure I didn&rsquo;t get hurt. It kind of became a hobby of mine, but I haven&rsquo;t done it in a while which is why I wanted to go today so badly,&rdquo; Eddie says.</p><p>&ldquo;And I never knew this about you because?&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;I didn&rsquo;t think it was that big of a deal.&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;Okay, well, I guess we both learned something about each other today. Again, since you&rsquo;re such a pro, why don&rsquo;t you help me?&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;Fine. Here, take my hand,&rdquo; Eddie reaches his hand out; Richie grabs onto it and steps onto the ice. He stumbles and nearly falls flat on his face already, but Eddie keeps him up. He takes a hold of Richie&rsquo;s other hand and skates backwards while guiding Richie on what to do. Richie feels like an idiot, with his knees bent trying so hard not to fall while Eddie pulls him along.</p><p>Stan and Mike skate by them, hand in hand. &ldquo;You can do it, Richie! We believe in you!&rdquo;</p><p>&ldquo;Oh, shut up, Stan. You didn&rsquo;t even learn how to ride a bike until you w— oh fuck!&rdquo; Richie loses his balance and falls on his hands and knees. Stan and Mike skate away, laughing. Eddie helps him up while trying to suppress his own laughter.</p><p>&ldquo;You think this is funny, do you, Eds? Well, you won&rsquo;t find it so funny when you find me in your mom&rsquo;s b— shit, fuck!&rdquo; Richie grabs onto Eddie’s arm.</p><p>“Wha— Richie!”</p><p>Richie slips and falls down again, but this time he brings Eddie down with him, Eddie landing right on top of him. Richie hopes the cold is hiding his blush, due to how close they are.</p><p>“Didn’t know you liked to get this frisky on the first date, Eds.”</p><p>“Shut the fuck up, you’re the clumsy one. And don’t call me Eds.”</p><p>They stare at each other for a moment; Richie’s eyes flicker to Eddie’s lips for a split second, tempted to lean in. For a second, he thinks Eddie does start to lean in before they’re interrupted.</p><p>Beverly skates by them looking more gorgeous than ever and says, &ldquo;You know there are children here, right? Watch the language, Trashmouth,&rdquo; she giggles. &ldquo;Oh, and get a room you two!&rdquo;</p><p>Richie subtly gives her the finger while she gives one right back with a smile on her face before she skates away innocently.</p><p>Eddie suddenly bursts out laughing. He gets up and lends a hand to Richie, helping him up more carefully this time. Richie starts to laugh too; he’ll never get tired of hearing Eddie’s laugh. <i>I want to hear that laugh for the rest of my life</i>, Richie thinks.</p><p>An hour and a half later, after several falls flat on his ass, Richie thinks he might be starting to get the hang of figure skating. He still stumbles a little, with a few falls in between, but he thinks he&rsquo;s got the main gist of it.</p><p>He decides to take a little break and goes to sit on the bench to let his feet—and his butt—rest from falling so much. He watches Eddie as he skates around the rink. He was right. It was totally worth it to see Eddie skate around beautifully, looking soft with his cheeks red, caused by the chilliness of the winter air. Richie wants to plant warm kisses all over them. There are even other people watching him skate, admiring his abilities. Richie&rsquo;s heart swells with fondness for the wonderful boy he wished he could call his.</p><p>Beverly comes over and sits down next to Richie. “Hey Heart-Eyes. So, how has your first skating experience been so far?”</p><p>Richie ignores the name. “Why am I literally the only one that doesn’t know how to skate?”</p><p>“I don’t know, but it seems like its been worth it on your part. You’ve been getting some fun lessons from a pretty cute teacher, huh?” She nudges him with her shoulder, a bright smile on her face. “Maybe you should ask him out, he looks to be your type, does he not?”</p><p>“Quit it, will you? I get the point.”</p><p>Beverly’s known about Richie’s crush on Eddie for quite awhile now. Ever since they first started high school she’s known. She realized her crush on Ben, while Richie realized his crush on Eddie. They were both the first to tell each other this, although Beverly wasn’t shocked at all. She could always see how much he cared for the smaller boy just by the way he looked at him. She noticed this as soon as she’d joined the Losers’ Club. In sophomore year, she had gotten the courage to ask Ben out and they’ve been together ever since. Now it is senior year and Richie still hasn’t confessed his feelings to Eddie. He wished it were as easy as Beverly had it.</p><p>“Hey, I’m just saying. It’s our last year of high school, might as well make your move now before the year is over and Eddie moves to New York and you both go your separate ways,” Beverly points out.</p><p>“Thanks for the reminder. As if I wasn’t stressing out about that already.”</p><p>“I just think it’s about time you put your feelings out there. It makes me sick seeing you pine after him like some lovesick fool all these years. I could see your heart-eyes from across the rink. C’mon, what do you got to lose?”</p><p>“Uh, I don’t know, Bev, my best friend?! If I were to tell him now it could possibly ruin everything between us, and I don’t want to do that right before we move away to different places. I’d rather pine after him and watch him be with someone else, while still being his friend, than tell him and end up not being his friend at all. I can’t risk our friendship like that. I’ve lost a lot of things, Bev, but I can’t lose <i>him</i>,” Richie admits.</p><p>“Wow. Homeboy’s got it bad. And I thought Mike pining after Stan was bad. Besides, I don’t think you’d be risking anything by telling him. I can see he’s got it just as bad for you as you do for him. I saw the way you looked at him and my assumptions were correct, but now I also see the way he looks at you. I think you’d be doing him—and me, a big favour by telling him.”</p><p>“Whatever you say.”</p><p>Bill comes over with Georgie then, carrying hot chocolate. Bill passes one cup to Richie and Georgie passes a cup to Beverly. She ruffles his hair. “Thanks, Georgie.”</p><p>Richie mocks Beverly’s action and tries to ruffle Bill’s hair. “Thanks, Billy.” Bill shakes him off. “W-what have y-you guys been tal-talking about?”</p><p>“Richie’s love li—” her voice is muffled by Richie’s gloved hand.</p><p>“We were just talking about how great Georgie was doing on the ice. I’m jealous, way to go, dude!” Richie gives Georgie a high-five.</p><p>Richie sees Eddie coming towards them, looking like he’s about to say something, when he’s suddenly interrupted by a voice from the speakers.</p><p>“Alright, folks! It’s 7 o’clock so it looks like it’s time to slow things down with our couples skating hour. Feel free to grab the hand of someone of your interest and skate together to the music!”</p><p>Beverly immediately looks at Richie with a devilish smile and leans forward to whisper in his ear. “If you thought you didn’t have a chance before, now is definitely it.”</p><p>“Bev, I can’t just—” She pushes him off the bench and nudges him forward. “Go get ‘em, tiger.”</p><p>Richie hands her his hot chocolate and awkwardly walks towards Eddie. “Hey, Eds, I was wondering if you, um, if you wanted to skate, like, with me I mean. Not as a couple, but like, just as friends. Other people are doing it.”</p><p>Eddie looked like he was enjoying seeing Richie so flustered. “Yeah, why not? As friends, right, okay. You could use some more lessons anyways.”</p><p>“My point exactly,” Richie smiles at him. They link arms as they make their way onto the ice. He looks back at Beverly for a moment to see her giving him an encouraging thumbs up, a huge smile on her face.</p><p>They skate around the edge of the rink along with the other couples, who are mostly all holding hands while Richie and Eddie remain linking arms. Richie notices that it’s gotten dark out now and that there are Christmas lights strung up all around the rink and on the trees, giving a romantic vibe. He sees that Ben and Beverly are skating together, followed by Mike and Stan—both couples hand in hand.</p><p>‘Perfect’ by Ed Sheeran had begun to play over the speakers. Richie silently curses himself. <i>Why does it have to be this song</i>, he thinks. “Weren’t you just saying the other day how much you love this song, Eds?”</p><p>“Don’t call me Eds,” Eddie looks at him. “Maybe.”</p><p>It had started to snow. Richie looks at Eddie as the song plays.</p><p><i>Darling, you look perfect tonight</i></p><p>Richie never thought anyone was perfect. He knew everyone had their own flaws, but tonight—looking at the beautiful boy beside him, the white snowflakes scattered in his soft, chocolate brown hair, his cheeks rosy from the cold—he realized he was wrong. The definition of perfect was right in front of him. Perfect to him, at least. Or better yet, for him. <i>The perfect one for him</i>.</p><p>The song changes into a female’s rendition of ‘Can’t Help Falling in Love’ and Richie can’t think of a song that describes the situation he’s in better than this one.</p><p><i>Shall I stay?</i></p><p><i>Would it be a sin</i></p><p><i>If I can&rsquo;t help falling in love with you?</i></p><p>Richie knows no matter how hard he tries, he’ll never be able to stop himself from falling in love with Eddie. He’s pretty sure he’s already fallen, and hard too. <i>I am so fucked</i>, Richie thinks.</p><p>Suddenly, Richie feels Eddie’s hand slide down Richie’s arm and into his hand, intertwining their fingers together. Richie thinks his heart might stop. He squeezes Eddie’s hand—he never wants to let go.</p><p><i>Take my hand,</i></p><p><i>Take my whole life, too</i></p><p><i>For I can&rsquo;t help falling in love with you</i></p><p>As the song comes to an end, Eddie pulls Richie off to the side and brings his face down into a quick kiss. Richie is surprised at first, but before he can kiss him back, Eddie pulls away. Richie smiles down at him softly and pulls him into another kiss—this one much slower—resting his hands on Eddie’s hips. The kiss is soft and gentle, much like Eddie. Richie thinks he hears Beverly cheer somewhere.</p><p>They pull away—keeping their foreheads pressed together—smiling in relief. <i>I could definitely get used to that</i>, Richie thinks. He kisses Eddie on the temple and wraps him up in a tight hug. <i>Finally, I am home</i>.</p><p>‘<i>Some things are meant to be</i>’ the song said. <i>Yeah. I suppose they are</i>, he thinks.</p>
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</p></blockquote><p><b>Summary:<i> </i></b><i>Richie climbs through Eddie&rsquo;s window at 2 a.m. upset after a fight with his mom and Eddie comforts him. Richie sleeps over and Eddie finds it hard to hide his feelings for him.</i></p><hr><p>Eddie is asleep when he hears the tapping against his bedroom window. He was in the middle of a dream when he woke up to the noise. He turns to his side to look at the clock: 2:00 a.m. He knew instantly that it must be Richie outside his window, wanting to talk to Eddie. This seemed to be happening more and more – where it was the middle of the night and Richie would throw pebbles at Eddie’s window, waiting to be let in so he could talk to him. Sometimes it was simply just because he couldn’t sleep and wanted someone to talk to (Eddie was almost always that someone). Other times it was because he was upset over something that had happened (more often because of his parents).</p><p>Eddie groans as he gets up from the warmth of his bed to open the window. He suddenly remembers that he has a math test in the morning so he really should’ve been sleeping, but it was Richie. He couldn’t just ignore him, and Eddie swore he would always be there for him.</p><p>“What the fuck is it now, Rich? It’s 2 o’clock in the fucking morning and I have a test tomorrow, dumb ass,” Eddie says as he opens the window to let Richie climb in. Eddie notices right away that it is one of those nights where something had happened that upset Richie. It looked like he might’ve been crying on the way to Eddie’s house due to the tear stains on his cheeks. Eddie felt a stabbing pain in his heart.</p><p>“Oh, I’m sorry, was little princess Eds trying to get his beauty sleep?” Richie tries to crack a joke, but his voice falters on the last word.</p><!-- more --><p>“I told you not to call me that,” Eddie rolls his eyes. “But seriously, what happened now? Are you okay?”</p><p>Richie looks at Eddie as tears well up in his eyes. This is all it takes for Eddie to rush forward and wrap Richie up in a hug. Eddie holds him as he cries, feeling his body tremble. It always hurt him to see Richie like this. He wished he could always see Richie happy; he didn’t deserve this sort of pain. To Eddie, Richie deserved the world, and he wished with all his heart that he could give it to him. Eddie runs his fingers through Richie’s soft curls and whispers soothing words to him.</p><p>“Shhhh, it’s okay, you’re alright. I’m right here, you’ll be okay.”</p><p>“I’m sorry for always coming here to burden you with my problems. You have more important things to worry about than me,” Richie sobs. This causes Eddie to hold onto him tighter.</p><p>“No, don’t say that. Richie, you are not a burden. If you ever need anything at all, I will be there for you, you understand?”</p><p>Richie buries his face in the crook of Eddie’s neck. Eddie can feel the wetness from his tears there. He presses a light kiss to Richie’s hair, hoping he doesn’t notice. They stay like that, holding onto each other, for a few more moments before Richie let go and went to sit on Eddie’s bed.</p><p>Eddie leaves to go to the bathroom to get Richie a cup of water. When Eddie comes back, Richie is already laying down under the covers. Eddie hands him the water.</p><p>“Thanks, Eds.”</p><p>He takes a sip and places the cup on the bedside table beside him. He already looks like he’s calmed down a little bit. Eddie goes to lay down on the bed and pulls the blankets up. He turns over to face Richie.</p><p>“Do you need anything else? Do you want to talk at all about what happened?”</p><p>Richie shakes his head. “Just another fight with my mother. She was drunk again. Hey, can I tell you more in the morning? I don’t really want to talk about it right now.”</p><p>“Yeah, of course,” Eddie says sincerely. Richie turns to face him.</p><p>“What did I ever do to deserve you, Kaspbrak?”</p><p>Eddie snickers. “You tell me, Tozier. What did I do to deserve your ass waking me up and climbing through my window at 2 o’clock in the morning when there’s school in a few hours? This must be my punishment,” he jokes.</p><p>“That’s what your mom said to me when I crawled through her bedroom window and into her bed last night.”</p><p>Eddie makes a face. “Ew, beep-beep, Richie.”</p><p>“You look so cute when you make that disgusted face, Eds,” Richie says with a smile that Eddie thought looked brighter than the sun.</p><p>It always made Eddie’s stomach flip whenever Richie would mindlessly flirt with him or when he called him cute. It didn’t help when he used that stupid nickname either – which, Eddie claimed he hated, when in fact he secretly loved it. It wasn’t anything worth getting excited over, though. Richie flirted with anything and everything that moved. Eddie knew he wasn’t anyone special.</p><p>“Shut up, you know I hate it when you call me Eds.”</p><p>Richie smirks and reaches over to pinch Eddie’s cheek. “Whatever you say, Eddie Spaghetti.”</p><p>“You really are useless, Richie,” Eddie says as he squirms out of his grasp.</p><p>“Cute, cute, cute,” Richie laughs fondly.</p><p>“Asshole.”</p><p>Eddie smiled. It meant a lot to hear Richie laugh, and he loves when he is the one to cause it.</p><p>“I’m serious, though. I don’t deserve you. I don’t know what I did to have someone as wonderful as you in my life,” Richie says.</p><p>“You need to stop saying that. You are worthy and I’ll always be here to tell you that. No matter what, you’ll always have me. Always,” Eddie tells him.</p><p>Richie blushes. He looks at him then with such great admiration that now Eddie feels like he is the one who doesn’t deserve him.</p><p>“We should probably get some sleep. I know you said you had a test in the morning. Goodnight, Eds. Thanks for staying up with me.”</p><p>“Yeah. Goodnight, Rich.”</p><p>Several minutes pass and Richie is already asleep. Richie still has his glasses on so Eddie gently removes them and puts them on the bedside table. He might have let his fingers linger there for a moment against his cheekbone, but no one needed to know that.</p><p>Eddie moves a little closer to where their foreheads are nearly touching and stares at him. Eddie doesn’t think he can fall asleep with Richie so close to him. Sure, they shared beds all the time at sleepovers when they were younger and it was no problem, but now it was different. It was different because now Eddie <i>knew</i> he was in love with the endearing boy in front of him. The trashmouth with dark, curly hair, and glasses that made his puppy dog eyes look slightly bigger than normal. The boy he’s loved since he was seven. Richie. His Richie. Eddie can’t take his eyes off him.</p><p>He looks so young and innocent while he sleeps. <i>Beautiful</i>, Eddie thought. The room was dark, but there was enough moonlight coming in from the window and Eddie was close enough that he could count the freckles scattered over Richie’s nose and his cheeks. Eddie felt the urge to trace all of them, forming constellations with his fingertips. Richie was the brightest star in the universe.</p><p><i>I love your dumb ass so much and you don’t even know it. I would do anything for you</i>.</p><p>Eddie can hear Richie’s breathing. His mouth is parted open slightly and Eddie thinks about how much he wishes he could kiss him. He wished he could just kiss all his pain and troubles away, and they could run away and be happy together. His lips looked so soft in the moonlight.</p><p>Eddie reaches over and runs his fingers through Richie’s hair. This causes Richie to stir. He emits a small moan and Eddie tries hard to suppress the fondness he feels for the boy.</p><p>He continues to run his hand down Richie’s jawline and rests his hand on his cheek. He keeps it there for awhile, caressing him, lightly rubbing his thumb over his cheekbone.</p><p>Richie’s hand was placed in front of him on the pillow. Eddie moves his hand to place it on top of Richie’s and rubs his thumb over his knuckles. He wished he could stay here like this with him forever.</p><p>“<i>I love you</i>,” Eddie whispers, so quietly he thought no one could possibly hear him, right before he falls asleep, with Richie’s hand in his.</p><p>A few minutes later, when he is finally asleep, Richie softly whispers back.</p><p>“<i>I love you too, Eds</i>.”</p><p>* * *</p><p>They wake up with Eddie’s head lying on Richie’s chest and their hands laced together. At some point in the night Eddie had drifted towards him in his sleep, cuddling him. Already, Eddie knew it was going to be a better day than any other he’s had.</p>
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